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THE AMBER BEAD
I SAW a fly within a bead Of amber cleanly buried: The .urn was little, but the room More rich than Cleopatra's tomb.
ON HIMSELF
I FEAR no earthly powers; But care for crowns of flowers: And love to have my beard With wine and oil besmeared. This day I'll drown all sorrow; Who knows to live to-morrow?
TO ELECTRA
MORE white than whitest lilies far, Or snow, or whitest swans you are: More white than are the whitest creams, Or moonlight tinselling the streams: More white than pearls, or Juno's thigh; Or Pelops' arm of ivory. True, I confess, such whites as these May me delight, not fully please: Till, like Ixion's cloud you be White, warm and soft to He with me.88                       ROBERT    HERRIGK             1591-1674
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